RALPH    RASHLEIGH
parapet wall, climbed out on to It. The pitchy darkness pre-
vented him from knowing how far from the ground he was,
and also made any attempt at exploring the roof extremely
perilous. There was nothing for it but to sit where he was
astride the wall., and wait for dawn* During the hours
through which he sat soaked to the skin and almost frozen.,
Rashleigh had leisure in which to regret ever having
attempted to escape* Compared with his predicament the
rough comfort of his prison seemed like luxury.
Light came at last, and Rashleigh saw at once that there
was small chance of escape* He was on the top of a flat
unbroken wall, and the flagged courtyard at its foot was over
forty feet below his precarious perch. His only method of
concealment was to jump back into the water, though even
there he could be seen from the roof* He was just as securely
imprisoned as he would have been in the strongest cell in
Newgate. So hopeless was his position, that he began al-
most to hope that someone would see him, and this hope was
realized so suddenly that he nearly pitched to the ground
with the violence of the start he gave.
'Ha, my fine fellow P cried a gruff voice, and gripping
wildly at the wall, Rashleigh looked up and saw a turnkey
holding a carbine to his shoulder3 sitting at the foot of a
chimney-stack. 'You're there, are you?' taunted the turnkey.
'Well, you're safe enough where you are; and we've got your
pal, too/
'Don't shoot me!' cried Rashleigh, alarmed at the sight of
the unwavering barrel pointing towards him.
'You keep still and I won't,' rejoined the turnkey. 'But
move an inch, and I'll topple you over full of lead/
Someone now observed him from below. A ladder was
brought and, descending it, Rashleigh was at once seized
and hustled back to prison. After a week on bread and water